770	A MODERN COMEDY
Going down the stairs she thought: c So it's air that
kills feelings !'
Soames, in the car, was gazing at Riggs' back. The
fellow was as lean as a rail.
" Finished with that ? " he said to her.
" Yes, dear."
" Good job, too.    Wearing yourself to a shadow."
" Why ?    Do I look thin, Dad ? "
" No," said Soames, " no. That's your mother. But
you can't keep on at that rate. Would you like some air ?
Into the Park, Riggs."
Passing into that haven, he murmured :
" I remember when your grandmother drove here every
day, regular as clockwork. People had habits, then.
Shall we stop and have a look at that Memorial affair
they made such a fuss about ? "
" I've seen it, Dad."
" So have I," said Soames. " Stunt sculpture ! Now,
that St. Gaudens statue at Washington was something."
And he looked at her sidelong. Thank goodness she
didn't know of the way he had fended her off from young
Jon Forsyte over there. She must have heard by now that
the fellow was in London, and staying at her Aunt's, too!
And now the strike was off, and normal railway services
beginning again, he would be at a loose end ! But perhaps
he would go back to Paris ; his mother was there still,
he understood. It was on the tip of his tongue to ask.
Instinct, however, potent only in his dealings with Fleur,
stopped him. If she had seen the young man, she wouldn't
tell him of it. She was looking somehow secret—or was
that just imagination ?
No! He couldn't see her thoughts. Good thing,
perhaps ! Who could afford to have his thoughts seen I
The recesses, ramifications, excesses of thoueht! Onlv

